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a Nestor of Indian politics has not suffered any diminution. I re-
member the time when educated India hung on his lips. It was,
therefore, with great joy that I approached the pilgrimage to
Barrackpore. Sir Surendra has a magnificent mansion situated
on the river bank among beautiful surroundings. All around there
is great quiet. One can understand what a great relief it must have
been to him to be able, every day, to retire to this pleasant re-
treat after the daily, toil in crowded Calcutta. I expected to see
him lying in bed weak and care-worn. Instead, I found myself in
the presence of a man standing erect from his seat to greet me
affectionately and talking to me with the buoyancy of youth.
He told me in the course of our conversation that his memory was
still as green as ever. He could paint, he told me, the scenes of
his childhood. The reminiscences that have just been published
he wrote during the past nine years. He showed me with justifiable
pride the whole of his beautiful manuscript. It is all written
methodically in clear, bold hand with a steady pen. Sir Surendra
Nath is now 77 years old, but he has, like Pandit Malaviyaji1, faith
in himself. He said, "I have given myself ninety-one years. And I
hope to be able to retain my present energy till then." When I
inquired what he was reading, he told me he was revising has
reminiscences as he expected to publish a second edition inside of
a year. He takes a lively interest in everything that passes around
him. He has taken from me a promise to meet him again before
I leave Bengal. "I must come to you if you cannot find the time
to run up to Barrackpore,95 he said. "I will not think of putting
you to that trouble. I will make time to come again without fail/'
I replied. Sir Surendra Nath owes his vitality to his unfailingly
regular habits. Nothing could keep him overnight in Calcutta. It
might almost be said that he never missed his last train for Barrack-
pore. This regularity, he would say, was as necessary for the ser-
vice of India as strenuous work itself.

A CONTRAST

The poor, thank God, are always with me. They sought
me out at the great man's mansion. Among them was a humble
Bihari clerk who wanted me to go to his quarters where he had
six charkhas going and where he was selling khaddar to poor
men. The request was irresistible. We went to his humble
quarters which were situated in the coolie-barracks connected

1Madan Mohan Malaviya (1861-1946); elected four times President of
the Congress; founder of Benares Hindu University; author and parliamen-
tarian; member. Round Table Conference and Imperial Legislative Council